Death of a Guru

Rabindranath Maharaj
Rabindranath Maharaj entered the world with a long and proud history behind him. His family tree read like a who's who of Brahmin priests. Growing up in the West Indies he trained as a Yogi, following as was expected in the footsteps of his famous father for whom many Hindus claimed avatar status -one of the great gods living on earth. Rabi's father was treated like the other household gods being washed, dressed and fed daily. His admirers claimed he had experienced the bliss of Nirvana thereby escaping the seemingly endless cycle of reincarnation. Yet although Rabi admired his father, his incredible spirituality put a strain on his relationship with his son. In Rabi's own words: Then tragedy struck. Rabi's father died. His stiff body was placed on a great pile of firewood and sacrificed to Agni the god of fire. Standing nearby, Rabi's mother somehow found strength to follow the teaching of Krishna: she would mourn neither the living nor the dead. Not once did she cry as the flames consumed her husband's body. Rabi's father was widely mourned and sadly missed especially by Rabi who soon suffered another crushing blow. Shortly after her husband's death, Rabi's devout Hindu mother left their home in Trinidad, in the West Indies, to go to India to scatter her husband's ashes on the river Ganges (which is also worshipped as a god). She did not return to see her son for many years, choosing instead to pursue a career in Yoga. She eventually became one of the top Yoga instructors both in India and the Caribbean.
Despite the double shock of losing his father and his mother, Rabi remained determined to become a guru. He moved to live at his grandmother's spacious house. (His grandfather had died of a heart attack when Rabi was still young). 
Often those who bowed before me would sense a brightness and experience an inner illumination when I touched them on the forehead in bestowal of my blessing. I was only a teenager, but I was already administering the 'Shakti Pat', famous among the gurus and a true mark of the authenticity of my calling. Shakti is one of the names given to Kali, Shiva's murderous, blood-drinking consort, the mother goddess of power who dispenses the primal force flowing at the heart of the universe. How it excited me to become a channel of her power!" "Often while I was in deep meditation the gods seemed to become visible and talked with me. It would be years before I would learn that such experiences were being duplicated in laboratories under the watchful eyes of para-psychologists through the use of hypnosis and LSD. In my Yoga trances most often I would be alone with Shiva the destroyer, sitting fearfully at his feet, the huge cobra coiled about his neck staring at me, hissing and darting out its tongue threateningly. Sometimes I wondered why none of the gods I ever encountered seemed kind, gentle and loving. But at least they seemed real. I had no doubt about that."
Not until Rabi reached high school did his Hindu beliefs begin to take a few knocks. As a Hindu in a school of mixed religions he occasionally ended up on the receiving end of the mockery of others. One day Rabi was about to touch the forehead of a woman who had come for his blessing when he distinctly heard an authoritative voice saying, "You are not God, Rabi!" Instinctively Rabi knew that the true God, the Creator of all, had spoken these words, and he began to tremble. In tears he ran to his room. All of his pride, deception, arrogance and sin came before his eyes. He wanted to tell God how sorry he was for his evil actions, especially for stealing worship that belonged to God alone. He entered a period of crisis. About this time Rabi met a Christian called Molli. He discovered that she had once been a devout Hindu who claimed to have found true forgiveness, peace and love through turning to Jesus Christ as the only true God. At first Rabi was angry with this Hindu apostate, but as she gently spoke of the God she had come to know as Father, forgiver and provider, and of Jesus Christ who had died for all her sin and guilt and who had given her power to live a life that pleased God, something began to happen to Rabi.
"Do Hindus believe everything is
"Day after day, I, who had once thought myself on the verge of self-realisation now grovelled in abject self
"I wanted her peace and joy, but I was not going to give up any part of my religion! She hadn't said anything about that, but I could see that if I believed that Jesus was God and that He had died for me and could forgive my sins, then everything I had lived for as a Hindu was meaningless."
After half a day's discussion Molli left, but not before challenging Rabi to get on his knees before retiring to bed and ask God to show him the truth. Then, with a wave of her hand she was gone. Alone on his knees that evening Rabi, who had sought selfrealisation for so long, now realised he was hopelessly lost. The words of his Uncle came back to him when he described the Hindu priesthood:
"They talk a lot about self-realisation, but only become more selfish!" The day finally came when Rabi's cousin invited him to a church meeting to hear about Jesus Christ. The preacher, a former Muslim, clearly presented the fact that every person in the world is a sinner by nature and by practice, and that the death of God's Son Jesus Christ on the cross is the only ransom price that God will accept in order to secure personal forgiveness for those willing to turn from their sin and receive Jesus as Lord of their life. Rabi wept tears of repentance for the way he had lived -for his anger, hatred, selfishness and pride, for the idols he had served and for accepting worship that belonged to God alone. He realised that Jesus wasn't just another god among millions, but was in fact the only true creator God who had loved him enough to become man and die for his sins. The Lord revealed the great truth of the atonement to Rabi -he saw by faith that "Christ died for me!" With that realisation, fears of darkness lifted and light flooded his soul. He was born again.
Astral travel to other planets, unearthly music, psychedelic colours, Yogic visions and higher states of consciousness now appeared like dust and ashes. The new birth through Christ was not just another psychic trip. Rabi knew on the authority of the Bible that God had forgiven his sins. Never had he been so genuinely joyful as tears of repentance turned to tears of joy. 
"For the first time in my life
